THE QARA  MOUNTAINS

Bait Qutun, a section of the Qara, were in evil odour with
government at Dhufar; one of their headmen I had left in
prison at Salala; they had refused to pay the year's taxes and
were raiding.

However, I was in no mood for halting.

'Wallahir he shouted excitedly. 'Bait Qutun are capable
of any evil. Did they not kill a government askari last year ?J

I had no Qarawi at hand and in fact could do no good if
I went back; so I decided to press on with the single slave
that was with me in the hope that we would meet no evil
in our way. The road of Hamirir led along a ridge that
sloped on eithe^ hand into thickly wooded wadis, Arbot on
our left hand, Nihaz, of Bait Qutun, on our right. And thus
early in the afternoon, after a three hours' unprotected
tramp, we arrived weary and footsore at the water-hole of
Fuzah, overlooking the Arbot; my aneroid read 1350 feet.

For our camp at Fuzah I chose a tree at the top of a field
of waving grass that looked out across a scene of much
grandeur. The yawning valley of Arbot below us went
sweeping round to where it debouches in the Jurbaib, the
plain on its far side framed with a ribbon of silver sea. Here
edging the plain the seaward slopes of the mountains
stretched away in diminishing perspective to hog-backed
Nashib, the great wadi entrances marked by spurs were
discernible at this distance only by the shadow that each
cast upon its neighbour.

Here at Fuzah was no lurking enemy, but only a young
shepherdess passing, and from her I bought a goat to take
down into the wadi that night and tie up over the water as
decoy for a possible panther.

Two hours later my delayed camels arrived, the Qara
being reluctant to talk of what untoward events had
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